CHAPTER XVI
INTERVIEWS  WITH  THE  POPE
I visited Avignon, Marseilles, Nice, and stopped some time
at Genoa. Thence I went to Pisa, where I made the
acquaintance of an Englishman, who sold me his travelling
carriage, and introduced me to Gorilla, the celebrated
poetess. She was good enough to improvise for me on several
subjects which I suggested. She charmed me, not so much
by her grace and beauty, as by the pretty things she said in
the prettiest way.
I lodged in Florence at the Carrajo, in an apartment
overlooking the Arno. I bought a carriage, and hired a foot-
man and a coachman, whom I put in Signor de Bragadin's
livery, red and blue.
Then I cashed a letter of credit, made a toilette, and went
to the opera, where I took a stall so as to examine the
actresses at my ease. Imagine my surprise when, in the lead-*
ing singer, I recognised Teresa! Teresa, whom I had known
and loved in 1744, when she was travelling disguised as
a boy with her pretended mother and brothers, and whom
I should certainly have married, had I not been arrested a*
Pesaro.
I had not seen her for seventeen years, and I had nor
answered her last letter; but she was as beautiful as ever.
Presently, at the end of a song, she looked at me, and nevef
took her eyes off me again. As she left the stage she made a
sign to me with her fan. I left my seat, my heart beating
wildly; at the back of the stage I saw my Teresa standing,
on the top of a small staircase, telling a porter to let me
pass. We faced each other silently for a moment At last
I took her hand and laid it on my heart,
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